Roux Diary 
New entry at bottom posted 11/13//2015 


8/29/09 
Re: Water Training 


Roux (Cedar x Trigger) will be 8 months old Aug 31. She has loved water from 
early on but would not swim. I live on large lake but also have some ponds 
nearby. 


About 6 weeks ago, she went in a bit to where she had to take a few strokes, but 
she would not readily swim. 


Then, about two weeks ago, I carried her into the lake about 10 feet out and 

lowered her in. The bumper was between us and the shore. She immediately swam to 
it, grabbed it and swam ashore, but still did not want to swim to retrieve on 

her own. 


About 5 days ago, I took her to the fields and ponds nearby. I tossed the bumper 
a few feet into into the pond and she rushed in. I threw it about 15 feet out 

and she dove in and swam to it. That was the beginning of her love of swimming 
to retrieve after she decided she was ready. 


I was later trying to get her to jump off a dock and accidentally pushed her in 
20 feet from shore. The bumper was in the water, about 10 feet away. She went 
under water about a foot, popped up, looked for the bumper, retrieved it and 
asked for more. 


I have been continually amazed at how she progresses from one life stage to 
another and does certain things on her own schedule. 


9/2/09 


Roux was introduced to hunting today, the day after her 8 month birthday. Her 
first birds were doves. 


She was not at all bothered by the guns and she found the first lost bird in 
deep cover. The only problem was that she thought it, and each of the other 5 
lost ones she found, were hers. She did not want to drop them. 


She did not retrieve any though. At one point, she and I went to help another 
hunter find his down bird. He thought he had marked it, but Roux found it and 
put it up 40 feet from the spot. To our surprise, she came bounding out of the 
brush, down a hill and into a cut wheat field in hot pursuit of an obviously 
wounded bird. She caught up to it in about 20 yards as it was losing altitude. 

She leaped up and grabbed a wing when the bird was about six feet off the 
ground. It escaped but she instantly grabbed it. She was now about 30 yards from 
me and I told her to stay, knowing she wouldn't come. She held her position with 
the bird firmly (too firmly!) clamped in her mouth, until I came and took it 

from her. 


Reading the last sentence, I realize she has taught me to come without using a 
long lead! I will work on changing that, but I and my hunting buddies who 
laughed at the idea of a poodle in the North Idaho fields, know poodles can 


hunt! 


We worked a field, hoping to find some grouse, and Roux quartered wonderfully 

and turned on my command. She came in on the whistle command but still is "miss priss" 
when given the voice command to come. Those who didn't know were stunned to learn 
she was only 8 months old. 


As I wrote earlier, we hunted doves around some pretty deep and thick cover. 
Guys whose birds fell in the cover were calling for Roux like the wounded call 
for a medic on the battlefield! 


And this is the same dog that is in great demand in the nursing home because of 
her gentleness with patients and staff. 


But she still can't go into Cabela's because there is a restaurant under the 
roof! 


9/9 
That dog can hunt!!! 


Roux took me pheasant hunting today. She found and flushed seven! She worked 
like she has been doing it for years even though she didn't want to pick up the 
big birds. 


She found the first bird of the day on a ridge. I had just started calling her 

down from where I thought she was conducting a stupid hunt up on the ridge, when 
she charged into some thicket and out came a bird. At the shot, she took off on 

a beeline for the bird. She pounced on it, tossed it in the air, but would not 

pick it up. 


The next bird was holding tight in a bush surrounded by thicket. She knew it was 
there and searched for a way to go in. She found it and the bird popped out and 
was dropped into another thicket that I couldn't get into. The bird was moving 
when Roux dashed in. A fight ensued, which Roux won. She still would not pick 
it up but did drag it to where I could get it. 


The next five were pretty routine. She would get birdy, the bird would run and 
she would lock on to the scent until it flushed. At the shot she would take off 
for the crash site and grab the bird, if it was still alive. But she wouldn't 

pick up any of them. Much bigger than doves! 


Mother Cedar can be really proud of her pup! And I have a real bird dog. 


Although she can be a snot at home, she was wonderful in the field — sitting on 
command up to 40 feet away; coming to the whistle or voice (most of the time); 
healing like a show dog and searching fields of 4 foot tall grass like it was a 
back lawn. We hunted for 6 hours with a short break and she didn't want to stop, 
but she did sleep on the drive home. 


All of that and she is beautiful to boot! If I sound too much like I'm really 
proud, I won't apologize because I am! 


9/22 


Today I took Roux to a shooting preserve for some training with a trainer over 
some live birds. 


I believe that the recall command is the most important and I got a lesson in 
one reason why. 


We drove out into a field to put out the dogs (he was also training a pointer 

and a flusher). We saw a flock of about 20 turkeys a few hundred yards away. We 
watched them for a few minutes and noticed a coyote loping along towards them. 
They huddled into a defensive group and the coyote was either full or not ready 
to challenge a tight flock so he lopped away into a woodsy area. 


Then I let Roux out. She spotted the birds and took off (she had never before 
seen a turkey). I confidently blew the recall and she confidently ignored it. I 
then pressed the continuous button on the collar control at a low setting. No 
reaction, still headed for the turkeys. Then I increased the power and still got 
no response. She lit into the flock and they scattered but she started to follow 
some into the woods into which the coyote had disappeared. I ran the control to 
full power and still got no reaction. She searched the brush a bit while my 

heart rate increased exponentially, worried that the coyote would settle for a 
poodle snack and also a bit ticked off that neither the whistle nor the e-collar 
were working. 


After a minute or so, she decided to return to her "master," and all was well 
for the moment. She had always been so responsive to the whistle, and I was a 
bit upset and really confused about the e-collar. 


Turns out, the collar was not super snug and I was using the short posts. I 
snugged the collar and was able to get a reaction to the nicks, but not all the 
time. I have now switched to the long posts and get a good reaction on a low 
setting. 


For the rest of the day, she worked well, even marking and finding a pheasant 
that didn't fall until it was out about 300 yards. She sat on the flush at the 
sit command and waited to be told to fetch. 


A couple of Chukars wouldn't fly and the trainer told me to send her after them. 
She caught them both, though she wouldn't return them all the way to me. But she 
did drop them on command. Then she caught and dispatched a pigeon. 


Over all, I am pleased with her progress but will work much harder on the come 
command! 


10/2 


Lori, the apple didn't fall far from the tree (trees). Roux shows a bit of both 
Cedar and Trigger. 


In her early days, Roux worried me a bit because she was such a wimp. There were 
many occasions when she would suddenly sit down with the most pathetic whimper 
rolling off her lips. She might limp like she broke her leg and her eyes would melt the 
most ardent dog hater with her look that said, "I'm really hurt and I need love!" 

Three minutes later she would be off and running again with no sign of damage. 

That behavior stopped at about age five months. 


She has only had one bad dog encounter when she was about 14 weeks old, a boxer 
on the other side of an electric fence that nipped at her when she got close. But she 
loves other dogs (and people). She romps with all comers from an eight pound pug 
to a one hundred twenty pound Rottweiler sheep dog mix. If the big dogs tire and lie 
down, she rushes them, stabs them with her nose and leaps away. She also does that 
with our cat, who just turns around and kisses her. Three different neighbors ask me 
to bring Roux into their yard to play with and exercise their dogs. Makes it hard to 
walk around the block in a hurry! 


She has overcome her aloofness towards small children and now plays with neighborhood 
kids with fervor. I take her into local stores and a week ago, in WalMart, she caught the 
attention of a little girl about two. I asked the mother if she wanted the girl to pet Roux 

and she eagerly replied that she did. Roux went up to the child and stood patiently while 
she received head and face strokes. The girl stomped her feet with joy and Roux interpreted 
that as a call to play. She dropped into the play position, paws forward, chest touching the 
floor, rump up, and gave a large woof, startling the child. I made her sit and invited the 
child to again pet her, which she did without hesitation. The beginning of a dog lover! 


She hasn't been in a fight but she defends her honor if a newcomer tries to 
sniff her privates to quickly. A small growl and a bit of tooth display no 
matter what the size of the pervert. But soon, she is at play with them. 


The weather has turned up here and the water has cooled but she doesn't seem to notice. 
Of course, she loved the snow when she first came here at nine weeks. 


10/5 


Roux's first duck hunting day was a bust, but not because of her! She loved being out in the 
weeds and water though she didn't sit quietly next to her master for 5 hours. Because of many 
other hunters, I chose to hunt from a dike, away from the feed and blinds and we got a late start. 
The wind was howling continuously at 30 to 40 miles an hour. She loved that because it brought 
many varied scents to her. 


The dikes are covered in 3 to 5 foot marsh grass and she enjoyed running and bouncing through 

it in search of who knows what. I loved watching her occasionally leap above the grass while 

running, or stand up while stopped in deep cover, to look around. I realize this is not good duck 

hunting behavior though there is evidence that ducks or geese are attracted to dogs (thus, the Toller breed). 


However, not many ducks came near us, and the ones that were flying downwind were blurs. 
I took the wrong gun (2 3/4, modified, instead of the 3" full). She gave me the evil eye when I 
missed but was ready to retrieve if one fell. She definitely has no fear of gunshots. 


But my pain free, non-wimp did show very wimpy and strange behavior. First, she didn't know 
how to get across a two rail fence, about 3 feet high. I taught her to climb under the low rail but 
couldn't get her to jump the fence. I know that will come with time. 


The worst behavior was abject fear of my decoy pack. I got her to overcome that when the pack 

was on the ground and she totally ignored it when we were hunting, but when I put it on you would 
have thought I was an axe murderer out for poodles, especially red ones! She was terrified and 
would not let me near her. I had to take the pack off and leash her up while I put it on. She was 

OK going out, but when it came time to leave and I put the pack on, she ran out in front and would 
not come close. She would sit and stay until I got within a couple of feet, then she would dash away. 
I took the pack off but she was still wary, including running into the tall grass and then coyly sticking 
her head out of the grass along the path (very cute but antagonizing!) When I would approach, she 
would duck in. I did finally get her, but she yipped as though a monster had just grabbed her collar 


(this is the dog that is insensitive to being pinched!) 


After I settled her down and got the pack back on, she would not heel beside me and displayed 
occasional terror by pulling back on the leash and trying to get far away. She seemed afraid of the 
noise made by the stuff in the pack rattling. She displays the same fear when a diesel or otherwise 
loud truck passes when we are walking. 


After we got home, I fed her next to the pack. She eagerly ate but only by 
stretching out to her bowl, which was inches from the pack. 


I am open to any suggestions to break her of the fear of special noise. 


And I know some of you might ask, "why in the world would anyone sit out in the cold and wet for 
hours, even if there are ducks to shoot?" I don't know the answer to that but I discovered yesterday 
that it is very comforting and special to have a hunting buddy like Roux with me when I do. 


10/13 


Roux is my first hunting dog and my first poodle. This story may seem like bragging, and it is to 
some degree, but I relate it not only because I am so impressed by this girl but to let anyone who 
questions a poodle's hunting ability, know how wrong they are. I am probably wasting my words 
on this group. At the end is a lesson learned that might help someone else avoid a big mistake. 


She scored a plus for poodles during opening weekend of pheasant season in Montana. First, 
almost anyone who saw her instantly said, "what a beautiful dog!" or something similar. Some 
hunters knew poodles were hunters somewhere in their history but no one had actually seen one. 


She and I hunted with my regular hunting partner, a former golden owner, and his son-in-law 
and his two-year-old golden. After seeing her hunt, the son-in-law called his wife and said, 
"T think we should get a poodle." 


The golden was good but no better than the nine-month-old poodle. Roux even put the golden to 
shame when it first came to rooting out birds in the deep, thick grass and cattails. Roux nosed 
into the stuff like she had been born to it (which she had). She got up the first two roosters of 
the day. Over the 3 days of hunting, she put up around 20 birds, unfortunately, many were hens. 
To add to the difficulty for any dog, there was one to two inches of snow on the ground and the 
temperature was between 5 and 9 degrees each morning (rising to a high of 22). 

(A new Montana record low for October 10.) 


This is the first dog I have tried to train to hunt. The thing I have worked on the least hard is 
quartering, partly because she seemed to know how to quarter instinctively. The golden owner, 
at one point on the third day, asked me if I had taken her to a professional trainer to teach her 
to quarter and follow voice and hand signals. My response was no, she taught me. Actually, 
Ihave occasionally given her the "come around" command and, of course, "here," but I never 
tried to drill it into her, it has been as though she understands English. When playing, she loves 
to run by me and leap as she passes. She has done that since she was tiny. Early on, when she 
did it, I would point in the direction she was headed at the time. I think from that, she learned 
what the hand signals meant. But I don't know how she learned "go in." to the degree she 
knows it. I could be on the bank of the ditch with her part way down the bank and tell her 

to "go in," point down, and in she would slip into the tough stuff. 


She also knows when it is time to be serious and when to ignore me. In the 

field, she is fantastic, responding quickly to all commands. At home, she often thinks things 
over before responding. Roux loves to play with other dogs and the golden wanted to play 
(after all, he is a male and Roux is a beauty!) but she had no interest in playing in the field. 
She would initiate play back at the motel. 


She has two habits that need work. If a bird flushes and there is no shot, she wants to follow it. 
We are working on the sit at flush. She will go right to a downed bird but won't fetch it. She will 
retrieve a frozen practice bird from the water but not on land. She would prefer to bite at it. Any 
suggestions to help cure both problems will be appreciated. 


The mistake — since it was so cold on opening day, I put a neoprene vest on her. I had not trimmed it. 
The vest caused severe chafing on her leg pits (armpits?) Also, because of the looseness of the vest 

at those places, burrs got into the area, increasing the chafing. When she finally let me know it was 
bothering her, I took the vest off and she had no problem with the cold, even at 5 degrees on the last day. 
But she did need a vet visit. 


10/13 


The hunt was a bust - 55 degrees,no wind,no ducks, - but I posted some photos of Roux looking 
like a hunting dog. She does love the field and water. 


We were hunting a federal reserve, waterfowl only. Nothing was happening and I saw a bunch 
of pheasants land about 200 yards from us. I decided to let Roux work upland, though I couldn't shoot at them. 


The birds had gone into some tall shrubbery. Roux hit scent as we got close. She looks so pretty with 
her nose to the ground and her tail going like high speed windshield wipers. She got to the section of 
brush the birds were in and looked like she was on point. She obviously could see them in the junk but, 
for whatever reason, decided not to flush them from there. She went around the end and came at them 
from a closer position and flushed 8. She asked me why I didn't shoot but forgave me, not understanding 
shooting upland on the reserve was not allowed. Bummer! 


10/25 


Roux made her first water retrieve of a duck today, sort of. She was in the 

blind when I shot the bird so she didn't see it go down about 40 yards out. It 
was dead just past the decoys. I took her to the water and told her "dead bird" 
and pointed. The water was only up to her belly so she didn't have to swim. She 
waded in and glanced at some of the decoys. She didn't seem certain about what 
had happened but she knew something had. She kept moving in straight line and 
spotted the floating bird when she was about 20 yards away. Then she took off 
for it. When she got to it, she sniffed it and bit at a couple of feathers. I 

started telling her to fetch and she finally picked it up and looked at me. I 

was about 15 yards away. I repeated "fetch" and "here," and she finally brought 
it to me. Unfortunately, that was the only bird that came by. 


To get to the blind on a tiny island, she had to wade/swim for about 75 yards. 
The temperature was 25 degrees. She proceeded like she was on the sidewalk at 
home, never hesitating. She really does know what she is out there for. 


I did let her romp outside the blind and she spent most of the time going in and 
out of the water and the clumps of cattails. She loves to root in the weeds. 


A question arises though - she shivered like crazy most of the time she was not 
in the water. But she always felt warm and never seemed uncomfortable. I have 
been told that early shivering is the way they keep the circulation going though 

I know that uncontrollable shivering and lethargy are signs of hypothermia. How 
does the dog let you know it is really cold and needs warmth? Lori, Rich? 
Others? 


10/29 


It was snowing lightly yesterday when Roux made her second duck retrieve, a 
blind one (she didn’t see it fall), (hunting has been lousy). It was a teal out about 
40 yards in 4 feet of water. She went pretty much on line, though she checked out 
a few weed clumps on the way. She paid attention to my commands, spotted the 
dead bird about 15 yards away, increased her speed and swam right to it - picked 
it up by the body without crushing it and returned it to me, though it took a slight 
bit of firm "drop!" to make her give it to me. 


She later swam about 120 yards on a search for a winged mallard that disappeared 
into thick grass in 4 to 5 feet of water. I had to call her off the search and 
then quit hunting because she was a bit cold, even with the neoprene vest. 


I am impressed that a 10 month old pup behaves so well and is so certain of her 
job in the field or water. And she is beautiful to boot! 


On this forum, I feel I can brag a bit, since my friends are getting tired of 
Roux stories. I also know that Rich has mixed emotions when he hears of her 
skill. 


Nov 1 


Another failed hunt day (for the hunter, not the dog). I took Roux to an area 
that I figured would not be productive but a way to get her into the field. She 
found and flushed seven pheasants it 90 minutes, unfortunately, they were all 
hens, which can't legally be shot. She doesn't seem to harbor a grudge against 
me, she just keeps on hunting. 


One of her finds had run into a deep cattail clump. I could see the tops of the 
weeds moving as Roux chased the bird. Then out it exploded, right into the sun. 
I knew, since I couldn't see it at first, that it would be a rooster and it 

would be out of range before I could identify it. J am thankful it was not. Then 
I would really have been frustrated. 


The last one led her on a merry chase in tall weeds before it gave up and 
flushed. All would have been dead, save one, had they been roosters. 


But, a new routine was born - stand up - not comedy, well, maybe a little 
comedy. First, Roux met her first herd of cows and calves, about 50 of them. She 
could hear them but not see them as we were in deep grass. I lead her towards 
them and as she got close (about 50 yards)she stood up to see over the grass. 

She looked like a circus dog or a kangaroo. Straight up on her back legs, with 
her forelegs bent at the first joint and pulled in to her body. She would hold 

the pose for a few seconds while staring at the lowing animals. She was 
fascinated, especially when she realized that they were more afraid of her than 
she of them. I was laughing too much to hunt for a while as she continued to do 
her stand up routine! 


But later, she put her new skill to work while hunting in the 4 foot high grass. 
She worked the area with her nose to the ground but occasionally would leap up 
to get her bearings or sniff the wind. That turned into a circus act. She would 
be trotting along, and suddenly jump up and land on her back legs and take a 
couple of circus hops while fully erect and searching. It was a riot to see. I 
think I am a bit lucky that no North Idaho red-neck hunter was observing this 
flaky, curly, red dog walking about on hind legs! Next she gets a poodle skirt 
and bows. 


11/5 


Roux and I and her buddy, Murphy, hunted the Ninepipe Wildlife Management area 
on the Flathead Indian reservation near Charlo, Montana, against the backdrop of the 
snow capped Mission Mountain Range (http://fwp.mt.gov/lands/site_279588.aspx ) 


Murphy is a 100 pound, 2 year old, male Golden Retriever. He loves Roux and she 
thinks pretty highly of him! But, when they hunt together they ignore each other and 
do the important job. They worked really hard for over 5 hours scouring tall wheat, 
weeds, 8 foot cattails thickets that they had to struggle to get into and briar patches 
that even br'er rabbit wouldn't enter. Unfortunately, we took them to areas that no 
longer seemed to hold birds. But their exuberance was wonderful to watch. I continue 
to be amazed at the way Roux charges into and through the tules. 


One of my hunting buddies, and I stayed at the Ninepipes Lodge where Roux was welcome. 
The small motel has a small bar. My buddy warned me that taking Roux to the bar could be 
dangerous, being it was in Montana. I took that as a challenge and wandered to it with the 
beautiful red dog. My buddy was right - we only got to the door when Roux was noticed 

by a few young women at the bar. They exclaimed, left their perches and swarmed Roux 
like she was a rock star. She even grinned for them. If I had only known about red poodles 
when I was young and single! 


I mentioned Murphy, her hunting buddy, who is older and bigger. He was out of his truck 
before I opened the back of the SUV to let Roux out. Murphy was waiting and blocked her 
exit in his happiness to see her. They first sniffed noses but his bulk was blocking her easy 
exit. She simply leaped over his head, bounced softly off his back and proceeded to say hello 
at ground level. He was a bit surprised but still happy to see her. 


Murphy has the Golden and Lab trait of loving to roll in mud or various droppings. He soon 
became a mess. Roux, on the other hand, is a well mannered, neat young lady. Even after 
hours of tough hunting, she, except for a few burrs, was show-dog neat. Roux didn't seem 
to mind Murphy's mess and showed she could be a little flirt. 


We stopped hunting long enough to have a snack and give the dogs lunch. We were parked 
in a spacious grassy area. Roux finished her lunch and decided that if we weren't going to 
hunt, it was time to play. She got up a head of steam and charged Murphy, who was still 
snacking. She just rammed his side him with her chest, looking like a linebacker sacking 

a quarterback. Murphy was shocked as he was knocked a foot or so off balance by the 
hurtling 47 pounds of red hair. But he responded to the call to play. We hunters watched as 
these dogs, who had just finished over 3 hours of hard hunting, romped all around the area 
chasing each other. Roux totally not intimidated by Murphy's bulk, easily avoided his charges 
with the nimbleness of a sheep dog. 


However, when we got home that night, she ate dinner and immediately retired to bed. 


Nov 7 


Finally - some ducks for Roux to retrieve. Four of the five in the photo would still be hiding 
in the tall, thick weeds if it weren't for her. She loves to hunt but still thinks some of what she 
finds should be hers. 


I really have to work on getting her to stay at the shot. She hears the gun and she is off, 
knowing I must have shot something. She has more confidence in me than I deserve! 


She made 8 retrieves, sort of. She got all ducks she was sent for but didn't want to pick all 
of them them up. She did pull the three out of the weeds and she grabbed any wounded bird 
and held it until I arrived or it died, though she did retrieve three to hand. 


A big problem is that she doesn't want to sit quietly by my side while waiting. She wants to 
explore the weeds and water. Not the best trait in a duck dog! We will work on that but for 
now, I let her go and it doesn't flare the incoming birds. 


The temperature was 45 with a steady, strong wind. The water is probably around 38 degrees. 
She wore her vest but shivered most of the time though she remained warm to the touch. 
After about 5 hours of hunting ducks, on the return to the car (1000 yards), she covered the 
fields of wheat like she just woke up. 


Now the hard part - cleaning her up. I showered with her and the water ran black. Then she 
shook and the bathroom became covered with tiny burrs. Tomorrow she gets clipped again to 
remove the remaining 5 million burrs and tangles! 


Why Hunt! 1/7 


Not silly and not stupid, it is a question asked hundreds of times daily around the country. YES, 

I do eat what I kill (except scorpions) - I love wild game of any kind. I love it when it is alive and 

when I am lucky enough to have it to eat. I love being part of nature in the wild, not just an observer, 

though I do enjoy observing. Truly being a part of nature, especially the animal kingdom to which we belong, 
includes 

killing and foraging. 

I won't attempt to give all the history, psychology, and other reasons I hunt and fish, but I will share some thoughts 
about it. 

For in depth reading on the subject, Google "why I hunt" and pick out various articles or notes on the subject. 
This may sound simplistic, but, as we have always been, we are all hunter gathers of some sort. Vegetarians 
gather from their garden or market. Meat and fish eaters who don't hunt or fish gather and select from choices 

of formerly live animals of a type that some people even choose for pets. 

There are people who kill for the sake of killing, as wolves sometimes do, now that they have been re-introduced 
in this neck of the woods. These people are not hunters. 

I enjoy picking huckleberries and mushrooms. I enjoy watching the young ospreys grow up in the nest near my 
house, 

I enjoy the chance to see the minutes-old goslings leap from their 25 foot nest to the water next to the anxiously 
waiting parents, I love to see a cow moose with her young trotting next to her. 

I love to watch the sunrise over mountains to the tune of the swan's strange soft cry, and the geese's exuberant 
honking, and the mallard's distinctive chatter interspersed with the widgeon's shrill whistle, and the pheasant's 
loud cackle. I watch spiders float to new places on their dangling strand of silk and field mice scurry about while 
trying to evade the circling hawks and eagles. All that I get because I have been up since 3:30, driven 50 miles, 
walked through snow, ice and mud with a 40 pound pack of decoys and gear on my back wearing heavy waders, 
sweating in 20 degree weather, until I stop to set up in the middle of nature. 

If I am lucky, ducks will see my set up and begin to circle to investigate. They are gorgeous to watch and their 
approach stirs the adrenaline. If it is still too dark to shoot, they may pass overhead with the wind whistling 
through their wings. If it is light enough to distinguish one from another, I may get a kill, like the coyote that 
just got the pheasant or the hawk that just got a rabbit. 

I get to see and hear all of this while sitting in a marsh or walking through wheat fields. I used to do this without 
a dog and now I know the part I may have missed most! 

Then I get to drive home, unpack, clean birds and dog and fall into bed, exhausted, asking myself why I do this! 
But then Roux jumps on the bed and tells me why and I awake and prepare the birds for smoking or cooking up 
in one of my favorite recipes. 

If you ever have the chance, go on a hunt with someone and watch. You may better understand and appreciate. 
By the way, you may tell yourself you didn't like to kill the scorpion, but you did kill it for a good reason. 

I didn't even mention that hunter fees ($250 to hunt in Montana, 22 miles away from me) pay to make it possible 
for all of us to be able to enjoy wild birds and animals. Nature lovers who don't hunt or fish don't have to pay a 


penny to observe what hunter fees have paid for. 

Thanks for the question. 

I should have added that most all hunters have great respect for animals, particularly those they hunt. I feel a bit 
of sadness when I do kill something, especially if I have wounded it first and have to finish it by hand. This is 
part of the heritage of man, who, when you get right down to it, is just another animal. Indian lore and stories 
of African hunters tell of the ceremonies of respect for the animals they kill. Man, because he can, does place 
his self on a higher level than anything else. In doing so, he lessens the value of other living things. 


11/19 

But today we hunted again. The migration still has not gotten here and duck hunting is extremely poor. However, 
I shot one today and Roux did her job again. The bird fell into very deep marsh grass growing in about ten inches 
of water. It was still alive when Roux found it, a bird I never would have found. I watched the grass move as she 
searched and then it stopped and I knew she had the duck. I went to where she was and she was picking it up by a 
wing. She reluctantly gave it to me and only dragged it out of the blind once, later on. We are working on learning 
just who gets to eat the birds! 


She wore her finest but had to swim only a little bit getting to and from the blind. She was not hampered by the 
suit at all. I think it added warmth and it did not wick the water from her legs to her body. She was dry under the 
area covered by the suit and neoprene vest. I’m sold! 


When we headed out from the car, I saw a pheasant sail into some tall grass next to a wheat field about 80 yards 
away. Roux hadn’t seen it. I sent her towards the field but didn’t act excited or mention a bird. She headed into 
the field and quickly scented the bird, which was still 60 to 80 yards from her. She ran to it and flushed it. It had 
held until she was about 4 feet away. We were on a Federal reserve where pheasant hunting isn’t allowed, so no 
shooting. 


Ihave posted photos of before and after and the stickers can be noted on the legs and chest of the suit, though they 
are much more visible in the photos before uploading, one of which I have attached. I Now I just have to clean it 
—a lot easier than cleaning her! (PS — the white spots on the before photo are snowflakes — yes, we are nuts!) 


12/17/9 


Hunting is on indefinite hold in North Idaho, as we dig out from the latest 
snowfall - plus the ponds are frozen and the ducks have fled to warmer climes. But I have a short story of 
training. Not so much dog training as daughter training. 


To acclimate Roux to gunfire, I purchased a starter pistol (really a revolver) that fires either .22 blanks or 
shotgun primers (a lot cheaper and just as loud). A pistol report is a lot sharper than a shotgun and knowing 
that Roux had not scored well on noise sensitivity, I started out shooting a round or two while she was eating. 
To lessen the report, at first I fired in an outside storeroom, the ceiling of which was the floor of an enclosed 
sun room just off the kitchen where Roux dined. So she heard a muffled shot. I would open the storeroom 
door reach in a bit with the gun while I stood outside. The storeroom is small and the walls are concrete. 


My college student daughter was home for a visit and I offered to let her help with training by firing the gun. 
I knew she would like shooting even blanks and could get involved with hunt training, however little. 


I briefed her on what to do, but, as it turned out, not thoroughly enough. I put Roux's food down and told her to 
eat (she was not allowed to eat until told). I called outside to my daughter and asked her to fire a couple of shots. 


There was only one shot. Soon the daughter arrived in the kitchen, grimacing and holding her ears. I asked her 
what was wrong and she replied, "My ears are ringing. It was really loud!" 


I asked her if she hadn't closed the door far enough. She said, "No. I closed it all the way and was inside!!" 


There must be a lesson here. 


1/4/10 


Ihave a lot of work to do during the off season. I have never worked Roux with a bird boy, hoping to have lots of 
ducks to shoot during her first season. Now I know I need a helper. I need to get her to sit more calmly next to me, 
not break on the shot, and return the bird to hand. I have no doubt that she will excel at that training this year. I will 
utilize the Spokane Retriever Club facilities a lot, though the area seems to have a lot of ticks, which we don’t have 
here. 


I am working through the Evan Graham, 6 DVD, training videos, recommended by Rich. 


To her credit, she marks well (sees where the bird falls) and loves to run, full out, to the downed bird. She has never 
shown fear of a wounded bird and has no problem picking them up from the water, deep or shallow. But she does 
not readily return to hand though she never plays keep away, even when it is clear that she would prefer to clean the 
bird herself! 


The field we hunted yesterday was flooded with about 6 to 9 inches of water on top of an ice covered bottom. We 
have had a warming spell — 42 degrees yesterday. My partner and I greatly appreciated not having to retrieve our 
own birds because walking in waders over the icy bottom was hazardous to even young guys. At almost 70, I am 
much more concerned and cautious about falls than I was a few years ago! We were both exhausted after 6 hours in 
the field, no blind to sit in. She and I slept for 11 straight hours, in fact, I had to wake her up and order her out to 
relieve herself. She was in the squat position for a long time — really full bladder! 


If she could talk, I think she would say she prefers upland bird hunting to duck hunting. With upland, she gets to 
keep moving. However, if the ducks were more plentiful, she might like hunting them as well because she would get 
lots of action. 


As Rich (and many others) know, it is a joy to watch them hunt because of the beauty of their movement and the 
enjoyment they exhibit. I realize that I am one of the few hunters in this group but that the beauty and joy apply 
across the board to all the activities of the dogs, hunting, agility, herding, play, etc. 


I have tried to teach her to give me her paw but she refuses to learn. I am envious that Moqui learned to shake and 
speak so readily! I have not been successful in curbing her barking at various things, especially people seen at a 
distance. Never a mean bark, more of an announcement of their presence, an expression of a desire to visit them or 
excitement in seeing them. 


For Rich (via Lori) - Do you teach your dogs to lie down? If so, what command and what teaching trick? I want to 
teach Roux to lie down like a sheep dog and use “hide” as the command. 


There are a couple of activities she and I share that probably wouldn’t be approved of by some trainers. I would 
appreciate comments from the pros as to the appropriateness of: 

Keep away — There are a couple of chestnut trees on the lot next door. Roux loves to grab a chestnut and entice me 
to play her game. She comes towards me with the nut in her mouth, throws it down in front of her, assumes the “go 
for it” position — rear end up, chest down, front paws spread out, eyes focused on me. I move quickly towards her, 
she grabs the nut and runs a few feet away and repeats the process. We only play this game with the nuts and it has 
no carry over to hunting, i.e., she doesn’t play when hunting or training with bumpers. 


Attack — I get her wound up and she runs at me full tilt, leaps high at my outstretched hand, teeth bared, misses it 
intentionally or hits it without closing her mouth, runs a few feet away, turns and charges again. 


Hand chew — When rough housing, she grabs my hand, never biting hard, and we wrestle. She can get pretty 
excited about the game but will stop instantly when I tell her to “calm down.” Then she either puts her head in my 
lap for a head rub or throws her body against me for a back scratch. 


Happy Walk — When she is heeling, I give the command, “Happy Walk,” and she starts grabbing my left hand, 
emitting a fun growl, all the time staying at my side, but jumping up and down, front legs only. She stops and 
returns to heel on command. She started this behavior months ago and I turned it into a game. Probably wouldn’t go 
over well in show competition or obedience class, but the neighbors love it! 


1/12/10 
Today was our last waterfowl hunt of the season, but Roux got to educate others about poodles as hunting dogs. 


Some hunters about a quarter of a mile away from us shot a goose that sailed a long way before dropping down. I 
had a decent mark on it about 300 yards away from me. Two guys came looking for the bird and had two labs with 
them. Roux had marked the fall but I wouldn't let her go. 


The hunters were looking in the wrong place so I ambled out to help them and maybe give Roux a chance to work a 
downed bird. The hunters called to me and asked me to bring my dog because theirs "weren't tracking well today." I 
sent Roux out and the labs, both males, fell instantly in love with her. She let them sniff and then told them she was 
working, leave her alone, which they did. She really handles horny males well! 


I knew the goose was farther out than they were searching and Roux headed in the right direction. She had no idea 
of exactly what she was supposed to find, but understood I wanted something, so she did what she loves to do - she 
found a pheasant track. 


I didn't know it was a pheasant track until the bird flushed. Roux started after it but responded to my recall - which 
she does once in a while! 


The recall was untimely because the pheasant flew over the goose about 20 yards farther out, and it flapped off the 
ground, revealing itself. Roux was heading back to me and didn't see it. 


One of the other hunters saw it too and got his dog headed in the right 

direction and it retrieved the bird. Since Roux never saw the goose because I had called her back, she didn't get to go 
to it. 

The fun part was hearing the other hunters admonish their dogs for letting the young poodle, and not them, find a 
pheasant that led to finding the goose. They (the hunters, not the labs) were highly impressed at the ability of a 
poodle, a breed they had never seen used for hunting. 


1/17/10 


Lori wrote that I was a good Dad. Today I failed. I should have remembered that when Roux was about 10 weeks 
old, I accidentally dropped the handle of the retractable leash she was on. She panicked at this thing chasing her and 
ran. I finally was able to catch her after she had run up the stairs to our deck and was trying to get under the bottom 
rail of the railing about 12 feet off the ground. 


I entered her in the keg pull that is part of Sandpoint's winter 

carnival. She was fine among all the dogs and people waiting in line 
(and so were all the other dogs). She got her harness on with no problem 
but acted up a bit when they were attaching the keg. I gota little way 
in front of her (should have been far in front) and told them to let her 
go. She took off like a shot, to wild applause from the hundreds of 
spectators lining the snow covered, 15 foot wide, track and left me well 
behind. But she was panicked at that thing chasing her. She dodged to 
the right and then cut back left, which caused the keg to swing into the 
crowd and take out part of the plastic ribbon marking the edge of the 
track. The crowd went wild. She then turned on the keg and bit at it. I 


got to her and she took off again down the track but once again swung 
into the crowd then back on the track and made it to the finish line to 
more wild applause. But she was traumatized. 


I walked her around away from the activity and finally came upon her 
poodle friends, Rudi and Dieter. She told them of her experience, which 
had been observed by their owner who decided not to enter them! 


She did not want to go back near the crowd, especially anywhere near 
where she could hear the announcer's amplified voice. 


I took her home and she was fine, first taking a big poop then eating 
lunch heartily and wanting to play outside. 


I know she could win the contest and would like to break her of the fear 
of pulling anything behind her. Not that I want her to be a sled dog, 

but Iam concerned that if someone, including me, is walking her on a 
leash and drop it, that she might panic and run into traffic. 


I hope she forgives me - of course, dogs always do! 


9/2/10 


Opening day of dove season was rained out yesterday. Roux was depressed. But today was beautiful. Boy can that 
dog hunt! 


We didn't get many birds but we would have had almost none without her. She found them in chest high canola 
(rape), deep marsh grass and cut over wheat (the easy ones). There is only one problem with her - she thinks we 
shoot for her pleasure - finding and eating! She and I have had a strong talk about that and by the end of the shooting 
she was bringing them in with some feathers still attached. 


My joy of hunting has shifted to hunting to watch her work. Normally, dove hunting is a sedentary sport - sit and 
wait. Up here, the birds are not plentiful as in Arizona and I have to move around. Today, the birds were dining out 
in the canola or roosting in the cottonwoods over grassy bottoms. When I finally realized they were in the fields and 
also that Roux loved finding and flushing them, I sent her in to the tall stuff. I could generally follow her track by 
seeing the movement of the tops of the crop. If she flushed a bird and it came my way and was downed, she couldn't 
see it. I would bring her back to me by whistle or voice then send her in on the line. 


When the birds fell in grass where I could see her work, they often fell unseen by her. It was fun to watch her go in 
and almost fall over when she hit the scent, up to 15 or 20 yards from the bird. 


A very nice thing about her is that she thinks I am a perfect shot. If the gun goes off, she is certain there is a bird 
down. 


9/24/2010 

Roux and I had our first pheasant hunt of the year yesterday. She loves to hunt and is a joy to watch in the field. She 
hunts close and responds to directions from voice or hand. She knows what she is out there for! My regular hunting 
partner, Don, is now a believer in poodles as hunting dogs. He is greatly impressed that I can tell Roux to, “Go to 
Don!” and she will cross over to where he is hunting. 

She still has two problems though; if a bird flushes out of range or is missed (or is a hen), she follows it and does not 
readily respond to a recall. This behavior occurs during the first hour or so, when she is wildly excited about being 
out. Later in the day, she is more responsive. 

The other problem is a carryover from last season — she doesn’t want to pick up a downed bird. She easily finds it, 


even if it has been wounded and runs into deep cover. She grabs it, ignores being pecked at, but won’t pick it up. 
Last year she was the same way with ducks, unless they fell in the water, where she would readily retrieve them. 
During the day she got very birdy at one point. Following her, we were shocked to find that she had tracked a 
porcupine. She again proved that poodles are pretty savvy - she did not approach the critter that had his quills out, 
ready to punish and she came immediately when called off. 

I was reminded of an incident that happened at home about a week ago. I took her outside in the early morning. She 
saw what she thought was a cat and took off towards it. The “cat” and two young “cats” were raccoons — mom and 
two big babies. They went under a car and Roux stood way back, observing. She seemed to know what animals to 
avoid. 

Next Saturday brings duck season. She is as eager as I to get hunting. 


10/2/2010 


Duck season arrived today. Opening day was not great but Roux's nose was. Two of the four birds downed would 
never have been found without her. She was not able to see them down and one of them was not DOA and had 
moved into thick weeds. I am still astounded at her ability to locate a bird in chest (mine) high weeds growing in 
chest (hers) deep water. One bird went down out of sight behind 8 foot high cattails. I had a good line from the blind 
to a distant object. I took her into the junk but could no longer see either the blind or the distant object and could not 
get to where I thought the bird might be by a straight line. She just plodded methodically through the weeds and 
found the dead bird about 15 yards from where I thought it might be. 


She still is reluctant to pick up the bird, no matter how hard I try to force fetch her. One bird fell in open water and 
the fall was seen by her. It was a big mallard and it was almost dead but still flapping its wings when she got to it. 
She grabbed a wing and threw the bird into the air a couple of times. When it stopped flapping, she just stood and 
looked at it. After much coaxing by me, she finally picked it up by a wing and brought it to me. 


I have posted pictures of her coming out of the weeds with a hen and another of her ignoring the drake. 


Next Saturday we will be in Malta, Montana for the pheasant opener. Last year it was five degrees in the morning, 
this year the prediction is for a high of 72! 


10/10/10 
Pheasants in Malta 
Warning - this story will contain a lot of bragging! 


Roux endured two lethargic days in Wolf Creek, MT, while I fished. She handled it well. But Saturday was her day 
and she handled it better. 

I need to buy a good movie camera but I would never get it out while hunting. I am picturing Roux beginning a 
pheasant hunt in foot deep, thin wild grass. She wears an expression of pure pleasure as she bounds through the 
rolling terrain of the Bowdoin Wildlife Management Area at the break of day. She has a smile on her face as her ears 
flap in rhythm with her gait — she reminds me of Dumbo. There are no birds in this area and she knows it but drops 
her nose to the ground from time to time, warming up for the heavy cover to come. She quarters like a seasoned well 
trained bird dog and comes closer at the command, “HERE”! She follows hand signals left, right, out, in. She is 
hunting! 


Then we enter the tough stuff, where the birds hang out. The smile is gone and the nose is almost always an inch off 
the ground. She enters the grass near the tules (two-/lees) (cattails and bulrushes) and gets birdy — tail wagging like a 
metronome at full speed, head jerking to the broken trail and the body following. The head dives into deep grass and 
a pheasant explodes out of its hiding place. Unfortunately, it is a hen. Roux wants to give chase but she responds 
perfectly to the recall whistle — three blasts from my lips. I had to learn to whistle because chasing birds with a 
whistle in my mouth got very uncomfortable after a while! 


Then we come to the edge of the really deep junk — eight foot tall cattails and bulrushes. Roux either hears or smells 
something and busts in to weeds and right away a rooster sails up, cackling. Ken gets lucky and actually shoots it but 
it falls about forty yards into the cover. Roux can’t see it fall but knows something good happened. I send her in, 
keeping her a few feet in front of me and hope I really am on the line of fall. Then she shoots ahead, busting through 
the thick stalks and I hear a sound that tells me she has it. Once again a downed bird is located, one that would have 
become food for a hawk or coyote, if it were not for the dog. 

Not much later she found a group of birds — first a hen cam out of deep thicket, then a second hen, then a third — but 
she didn’t chase but kept on a scent only she knew about and then the rooster came up. Bang, dead bird and Roux 
was on it. 


I the next two days she found and flushed over two dozen birds — mostly hens but a few roosters are in the freezer. 
She also flushed five or six deer (and came on the recall). Then there was the porcupine (she is getting good at 
finding them). This incident relates to Cia’s comments about smell and sight. We were hunting around a bunch of 
Russian olive trees. As I have mentioned, Roux generally hunts with her nose about an inch off the ground. But 
suddenly she put her head up and stuck her nose in the air, obviously scenting something. She kept her nose up and 
moved towards an olive tree. She got under the outer branches and let out a soft growl. I looked past her and on a 
lower branch of the tree sat a huge porcupine. I have only seen one porcupine during my 70 years — and I was ona 
ski lift when I saw it. She has found at least two in less than two years. I say, “At least,” because the next day, when 
we stopped for lunch, I noticed a weed sticking out of her nose. She ate some food and it was still there, seemingly 
un-noticed by her. Minutes later I noticed it again and decided to remove it. I plucked the pesky weed from her nose 
and found myself holding a porcupine quill! 


I have no idea how she ended up with it. She had just flushed another bird after a long chase in deep grass, but never 
gave any indication of finding another porker. A friend who grew up around a lot of porcupines told me that they 
often leave quills on the ground and it is not unusual for a dog to pick one up. 


On Monday, we moved to another area around Choteau, MT. We hunted the deep ditches —up to 20 feet deep and 20 
feet wide. She seems to recognize the best cover for the birds. She will walk along the top of the ditches looking 
instead of scenting. She spots a large, brushy clump of grass and cattails and heads in on her own and often busts out 
a bird. She will also charge in if I tell her to “go in.” 


My hunting partner, the golden retriever lover, finally began singing Roux’s praises. He told others about her nose, 
her ability to recognize cover, her stamina and her desire to plunge into the deepest cover in search of a bird. 


Someday I may even get her to readily retrieve the bird she finds! 


Thanks Cedar, Trigger, Lori and Rich! 


Roux 11/1/10 
Pheasant hunting near Dayton, Washington. 


Roux loves to hunt but she has regressed as a retriever. I shot 5 pheasants over mixed cover. Some birds dropped in 
open fields; one dropped in marsh grass that was chest high and so thick that Roux had to often move by leaping and 
bounding unless she got on a game trail; another dropped in a tangle of hemlock, rose hips and a variety of weeds. 
The weeds included the most horrible type of stickers - one-quarter inch tiny burrs that look like ticks and are so 
clingy that they make Velcro seem slick. She was not deterred by anything in her search for a downed bird or her 
search for a flushable bird. 


However, she won’t retrieve a dead pheasant. She would tear it up if I let her and I am at a loss as to how to break 
her of the habit. 


Two of the birds were banded. They had been raised at the Coyote Ridge state prison near Walla Walla. 


Mother/Daughter Hunt — 12/28/2010 


In the late fall, Richard wrote to me and suggested that we hunt Cedar and her daughter, Roux, together at a place 
approximately half way between his home near Phoenix and mine in North Idaho. I started searching and came up 
with a 7000 acre hunting preserve near Lehi, Utah — 750 miles from me and 550 from Richard. Not exactly half 
way, but close enough. At the time, the weather was predicted to be mild. Subsequently, that changed! 

So the hunt was on. Roux and Cedar were excited — or Richard and I pretended they were — he and I certainly were. 


We finally met on Monday, Dec 27, the day before the scheduled first hunt day. Richard had Cedar leashed after 
having been travelling with her for about 13 hours. Roux was off leash and, in her excitement at seeing her mother 
(maybe not), she went up to her fairly fast. Perhaps Cedar was not ready for her child to move back in or maybe she 
didn’t recognize the grown girl, so she sort of attacked Roux — a gentle attack but enough of one that Roux was a bit 
shy about going up to her again. As the photos show, that didn’t last. In fact, Roux later displayed some of her alpha 
attitude when Cedar started to eat Roux’s food. A low rumbling rrrrrrrr caused Cedar to re-think the idea. But that 
too passed and Cedar enjoyed Roux’s leftovers. 


We soon discovered similarities in the girls: 
Both bark as soon as the master leaves the motel room. That trait got them restricted to the car when we 
went to dinner. 
Both think they have the right to plop down on a bed, regardless of whose room they are in. 
And differences: 
When left in the car, Roux stays in the back seat. Cedar likes to drive. 


I know there were more of each category, but I am old and 5 days have passed! Perhaps Richard can relay any 
significant ones to Lori, who can pass them on. 


We began the hunt on Tuesday morning and were joined by Richard’s brother and brother-in-law from Las Vegas. 


It was chilly but clear and after 15 minutes of hunting, we were warm enough to start removing layers of clothing, at 
least the North Idaho hunter was. The girls immediately showed their love of the hunt and their skill at pheasant 
hunting. The field we started in ran west to east, was big and flat with a deep ravine to the north. It was covered in 
sparse weed clumps and random bunches of sagebrush. Each dog instinctively knew that the birds would be in either 
the sage or the ravine, not in the open. It is uncanny to experience the intelligence of a bird dog. They quarter some 
in the weeds but always head to a sage clump to check for hiding birds. They started finding them. Cedar got to the 
first downed bird before Roux and to my delight, nipped at it but wouldn’t pick it up, like Roux. Unlike Roux, she 
did later pick up and return birds. Roux came back from the first bird she didn’t retrieve with a mouthful of feathers. 
Roux loves to find and flush pheasants but I think she hates them. Find them they each did. 


According to Richard, Roux hunts like her father and mother used to when younger — full out. Cedar is more 
methodical and conserves her energy. Of course, she is older and a mother of many — you mothers know how that is. 
We shot 5 birds in the morning, one of which we couldn’t find. It sailed a few hundred yards after having been shot, 
and went into the ravine where three sections of the ravine met, forming a large area below the rim. We searched to 
no avail then called a time out for a rest and water break for the girls. Then we headed out to the north. 


We had to cross the ravine and as I entered with Roux, she became a bit birdy. Trusting the dog, I let her go on. In 
about 30 yards, she found the lost, dead rooster. Hunters hate to lose any game and spend inordinate amounts of time 
searching for downed birds. Especially since the “lost” bird was one I shot, I was elated about the find and couldn’t 
praise Roux enough. Cedar was very impressed with her youngest girl! 


We broke for lunch and returned in the early afternoon, having bagged 5 birds. By now the sun had warmed the air 
to around 35 degrees and melted the snow on the roads so that mud of fine reddish dirt reigned there. 


We sort of split up with Richard, Cedar and one bro working the south edge of the big field while Roux, other bro 
and I worked the north side. Cedar got up a couple of birds while Roux checked each and every sage clump. 
Suddenly she got really birdy. So fun to watch when the tail winds up to full wag speed and her body language 
changes to tracking mode. This bird was a runner and I kept calling Roux back to keep her in gun range. This let the 
bird get farther away. After chasing dog and bird for about 100 yards, I gave up and told her to go on. She took off 


running, nose to the ground. She finally caught up to the rooster about another 150 yards out, way out of range. 
Pheasants don’t normally run that far but they are amazingly fast and sneaky. I was happy to see Roux track so well, 
even when I had to keep her close for so long a distance. 


There was more action and some great flushes. The final score was 11 birds (Richard got the lions share). The dogs 
were a bit peeved that there weren’t more but they fail to understand that we do occasionally miss, especially easy 
shots! 

We probably walked 5 or 6 miles during 6 hours of hunting. We were somewhat tired and the dogs were rather of 
trashed. Remember the part about muddy roads? Richard and I may have clogged the Lehi sewer system by bathing 
the girls in the motel rooms’ showers. Luckily, there was a hand-held showerhead in each room. 


One must appreciate the travails of a dog handler who would prefer to return to the room and immediately collapse 
with a beer (or something stronger) in hand, instead of having to first bathe a dog in a bathtub. (cue the violins!). 


Unfortunately, the weather gods didn’t smile on us the next day. There was 8 inches of snow on the ground with 
more coming down in the 18 degree temperature and 20 mph winds. Even though the girls wanted to hunt, we 
chickened out. 


As it turned out, I was lucky to get away early. I spent many miles in blizzard conditions and later read this report 
about my route, after I got through in often whiteout conditions: 
HELENA, Mont. (AP) — The Montana Department of Transportation has closed Interstate 15 south of 
Dillon to the Idaho border because of blizzard conditions over Monida Pass and into Idaho. 
What we do to hunt! 


Check out the photos under Mother/Daughter hunt 


The first pheasant hunt of the 2011 season 9/22/2011 


When I read the following, it looks like I am into bragging about Roux, which I am. But I really am bragging about 
poodles, especially Harmony Mountain ones. Roux is only an example of what wonderful dogs they are. She is my 
first poodle and I am so sorry I haven’t had one all my life! 


I only have three problems with her — she barks a friendly greeting at dogs and people, scaring those who don’t 
know her; She fights me to a standstill when I try to do any type of grooming on her front legs/nails (I think she was 
a wrestler in another life!); she still won’t pick up a dead bird (except doves). 


Other than that, she is a wonderful hunting partner (not to mention, companion)! My human partner and I had the 
ranch hands put out eight birds. of the 15,000 acres available, we had one of the most difficult areas to hunt. The 
ranch is about 15 miles south west of Spokane, WA, as the crow flies. It is in the scablands of Washington — hot, 
dry, dusty and rocky. No rain for months. It was a hot, dry day — 87 degrees at noon and no clouds. The terrain was 
basalt cliffs, ravines, and plateaus. Don’t know who was more tired, the dogs or old men! 


One friend, Jim, brought his 9 month old English spaniel, Luigi, just to see how he would do. He planned to keep 
Luigi on a leash but I convinced him to let the pup run. Roux was the same age when she first hunted pheasant and 
acted like a seasoned hunting dog. Luigi has a lot to learn but at least seemed to learn from Roux. Luigi stayed close 
from the beginning but had no idea why he was there. He started following Roux and was with her when she flushed 
the first bird. I shot it and Roux was on it in a flash, with Luigi right behind his new buddy/mentor. She, however, 
did not show him how to retrieve! Enough about Luigi except to say Jim thinks his next dog might be a poodle! So 
does Don, my other friend, who has only had goldens. 

I often hunt with Don, and Roux knows his name. If we are working an area and are 100 yards apart and he 
approaches a likely holding spot, I can say to Roux, “Go to Don!” and she immediately streaks over to where he is 
and follows his hand signal to enter the brush. He used to laugh about the idea that I was getting a poodle to hunt 
with in North Idaho, but no more. He loved the scene Thursday, when we were heading to the barn, tired, sore, and 
hot. He wanted to hunt one more likely looking tree line. I told him to go ahead, and I told Roux to go with him. Jim 


and I proceeded to drag our beaten bodies towards the barn. 


Fifteen minutes later Don and Roux showed up — each with big grins. She had found and flushed a bird for him, 
making him a happy man. Today I sent him the link to Harmony Hunting Pudels! 


I digress. As I wrote, we had them put out eight birds. Roux found 12, including one runner she chased for a couple 
hundred feet before it finally flushed. The ranch owners were extremely impressed with that tale because most dogs 
who had hunted that week had a very difficult time finding birds because of no moisture. Roux hunted a bit 
differently than I have seen her hunt before. I think she knew it was dry so she spent a lot of time with her nose in 
the breeze rather than on the ground. For the non-hunters, when it is extremely dry, the scent doesn’t hold to the soil 
or grass like it does when wet, but it still travels in the air. 


Roux shows the poodle intelligence in another way. I have trained her to quarter a field fairly well. That is, she will 
search back and forth in front of me. That is great for hunting flat, midwest grain fields but is a waste of time in 
barren ground hunting. The birds are not going to be out in the open yet some or most dogs try to hunt that type of 
terrain like it is filled with heavy corn stalks. Roux knows better than me where the birds will be. She does not waste 
time and energy running back and forth but rather goes directly to patches of heavy grass or brush, especially rose 
hips (despite the thorns), and tree lines. For me, it is amazing to see because I certainly didn’t teach her that 
technique — she has just absorbed the lessons from experience. 

At the end of the day, all of us were pretty well wrung out but we had birds for the larder and a tired but happy 
hunting pudel. 


In ending this longer than planned tale, I want to relate a short story from a bar scene. My Naval Academy alumni 
group had a get together at a sports bar to watch Navy’s football team try to defeat South Carolina (they came 

close). I was talking to three women when the subject of dogs came up and I showed them a photo of Roux, “My 
huntin’ dog”. They snidely asked if I said, “HUNTIN’ “ instead of “huntING” because of Sarah Palin. I replied no, it 
was because I was already under suspicion among North Idaho redneck hunters because I had a sissy dog as my 
supposed huntin’ dog and I didn’t want to further the image by over pronouncing HUNTING. They understood, 
them being from North Idaho, and all! 


10/2/11 

Today Roux showed that there is hope! Shot a duck that fell about 70 yards away and landed on ground. There was 
about 25 yards of water between her and the duck. She was off at the shot, swam across, got on land and was on the 
bird immediately. She picked it up, walked to the water, waded in and swam back, then walked out on the near side 
and returned the bird to hand. Photo uploaded. I asked her what she had done with the real Roux. I guess that ticked 
her off because she got even when the next bird fell almost in the same spot. 


Again she was on it immediately, having to swim to the other side. BUT — she nipped at it and would not pick it up. 
There was no way for me to get to the bird so I spent 5 minutes cajoling her. She would go to the bird, lift it and 
drop it then walk away like she was coming back to me. I would scream (quietly) at her to fetch or pick up the bird. 
She finally did and, swam back with it. Then a goose went down and was alive in shallow water. She went right to 
it, showed it who was boss and, to my amazement, picked it up. She brought it to land and dropped it but stayed with 
it until it was picked up by my partner. 


Then I shot another duck that fell on very wet land. She went to it, flipped it into the air and told me to come and get 
it. 

If I didn't love her so much, I might shoot her!!! 

Tell Cedar (Roux's mom) the apple didn't fall far from the tree! And boy, does the apple love to hunt. Makes it really 
fun for me, especially when she is our radar, spotting and tracking birds before we see them. Fascinating to see her 


focus into the distance while sitting perfectly still, except for her head following something, which turns out to be 
ducks. 


10/6/2011 


Cedar, (Roux's mother) your puppy continues to do you proud! 


One picture (Roux/weeds) shows how tall and thick the grass is. The other of Roux shows her in her Benix, formal 
hunting vest. (In Picasa albums, Oct 6) 


Unfortunately, the birds often flyover the grass instead of the water. Today, three came by overthe weeds and my 
partner and I shot two of them. They fell about 20 yards apart and 40 yards out, in grass so thick and deep, I thought 
we might never find them. Roux saw the first fall and was on her way when the second fell. She changed direction 
and went towards the second, disappearing into the brush. As has been reported, she doesn't pick up birds on the 
ground, only from the water, normally. Today was no different. 


I entered the grass in the general direction of fall and soon came to a small opening. Roux was on the other side, 
guarding my bird. She called me over, asking what took me so long. I retrieved the bird and told her to find the 
other, assuming there was no chance of that, because the stuff was so thick and I had no idea where the other was. 


My partner had entered the weeds in search of his bird, the first down. I couldn't see him or, of course, Roux. Soon 
there was a tiny woof in the weeds and my partner headed towards it. I heard him call out that Roux had his bird 
and, he believed she had called to him when he couldn't see her. He retrieved it and they both exited the weeds. 


11/6/2011 
Roux seems always ready to provide something - sometimes funny sometimes strange. This is strange. 


Another lousy day of duck hunting, but at least it was a beautiful day. A pintail drake attacked me and IJ shot it. It 
dropped dead about 20 yards away in 12 inches of water. However, there was three foot deep water, with an eighth 
to quarter inch of ice on top, between shore and the bird. 


Roux did not see the bird fall and hesitated to follow my fetch command. I think she has finally decided that I am 
not as good a shot as she used to think I am and was not going to break ice just because I said to! 


I finally got her in a position to see the bird and she gamely jumped in and swam to the more shallow water about 
four feet from the upside down bird. The pintail is very white on the bottom. Perhaps that is why she stopped, did a 
little dance and barked at the bird, as if to try and scare it or who knows what. She did not want to pick it up. I 
finally waded in and got to the bird with her watching from about two feet away. I picked it up and threw it about 
five feet towards shore and she then swam to it, picked it up and swam to land. 


Perhaps she just figured it was about time I did the work. However, I would appreciate any thoughts about why she 
acted so strange. She has never seen a male pintail, so perhaps that was it. 


11/14/2011 
Burlington Ranch 


Roux was great today, eight pheasants. We shot seven and Roux caught one! She 
got on a scent and dashed into heavy brush. Soon I heard the unmistakeable sound 
of a bird busting out of cover. I was all set to blast when it came out low to 

the ground with Roux right behind. Then Roux grabbed it. It got away and she 
grabbed it again, and again until she finally subdued it. Apparently, it had 

been shot the day before and was missing tail feathers so it couldn't fly well. 

I don't know whether to count it in my limit or buy Roux a license! 


I paid the poodle price as Roux knew where to find birds - in the heaviest and 
most briar filled cover. I love coming home exhausted, jumping in the shower 
with Roux, drying her off then spending 2 1/2 hours getting burrs out - and they 
aren't all out yet. I think I'll take up golf! 


10/18/12 


Over the years I have bragged about Roux. She is a great dog, but today I wanted to send her back to her mom! 

The ducks are few and far between in North Idaho. Late this afternoon I shot one. Damn steel shot - the duck sailed 
80 to 100 yards away and landed in deep cattails across a deep slough, about 20 yards wide. I don't have a boat. 
Roux was on her way at the shot, but didn't see the bird down. She leaped into the slough and swam to the other side 
and I told her to keep going. The next few minutes were wild. I figured she had no chance of finding The bird, since 
it was deep in the tulees. She entered the junk and soon came out and looked across the water, seeming to ask me 
what to do. I told her to go in and go back. She disappeared. Soon she came back to the water's edge and again asked 
what to do. 

I never had to direct her from a distance in a real hunting situation before but when I told her "back" and signaled, 
she went in again. This happened a few more times. Suddenly all went dead quiet. I knew she had the bird. Then she 
gave out a small woof and then bark. I knew the bird was alive. She was telling it to die! 

This went on for quite a while, punctuated by her coming out of the tulee forest to ask me what to do. I sent her back 
in. Occasionally I could see her in the weeds and knew she was telling the bird to stop moving. It never did. 

After 15 or so minutes of this, I figured she never would pick up the live bird, so I called her back. 

We had a long talk about her job - live birds - picking up, etc. I think it did not sink in. 

I don't know what to do (except ensure the birds are dead before they hit the ground). I'll try to do better next time! 


11/15/2012 
Roux would be giving me grey hair, if I had any! 


She got up three pheasants and a chukar yesterday. Actually, the chukar never got up - Roux pounced on it and 
killed it before I could intervene. Therein lies the first problem. 


A short time after, she found a pheasant, actually two. The first rooster got up a few seconds before the second. It 
flew uphill, directly away from me, and Roux chased it so I couldn't shoot. I was able to shoot the second but Roux 
kept after the first and went over the hill - literally and figuratively. She did not respond to the recall and therein lies 


the second problem. 


She later found a third pheasant, which I shot. She was on it in a flash and though it was still alive and thrashing, she 
grabbed it but would not retrieve it or even pick it up. Therein lies the third problem. 


Before cleaning the birds, I tried to get her to pick up the chukar. No dice. After cleaning the birds, I saved the head 
and cape of a pheasant. She will gently hold it while sitting or standing when I give it to her but will not move with 
it. If it is thrown out, she will go to it and begin trying to chew it and will not bring it to me. I tried alternating 
throwing the carcass and then the bumper. She retrieves the bumper but will not retrieve the bird. 

She will be four next month and seems to be getting worse, except with birds in the water, dead or alive. 

I don't know what else to try, other than a trainer. 


11/25/2012 


This is the latest about Roux and no pick up of bird off dry land. I have received plenty of helpful suggestions from 
the hunting poodle group and just asked if anyone else has experienced this type or behavior in their dog. 


I shot four birds yesterday. A mixed bag of teal, mallard, pintail and goose. Although I was hunting around lots of 


water, each bird fell on land, though close to water. 
Roux went immediately to each but would not pick them up. The goose held a bit different story. 


The goose fell near the edge of a pond filled with cattails. It was alive, barely, but enough to try to move to the 
water. Roux got to it just as it was entering the water. She grabbed the nine pound, live and fussing bird and pulled 
it high and dry and stayed on it until I arrived. I really don't expect her to pick up a big goose. 


The pintail and mallard were DOA but the teal had a bit of life. Roux grabbed it and tossed it into the air then 
nosed it (not chewed, just poked) and left it. It was dead when I got to them. 


I tossed the teal into six inch deep water (meaning Roux didn't have to swim to it). She went immediately to it, 
picked it up and brought it to me. I then tossed it on land and she refused to pick it up. 


One concern gone — she is not afraid of live, struggling birds, even big ones. But is there a dog whisperer out there 
that can explain her reluctance to retrieve from land? Lori? Rich? 


BTW, last year I shot two ducks over a period of 15 or so minutes. Each fell on land across a deep slough, about 20 
yards wide, that I couldn't cross. She swam across each time, picked up the dead bird, and swam back with them. 
Did she know I couldn't make the retrieve? 


12/12/2012 


Roux took me hunting last Wednesday. It was a beautiful southern California day and Roux was ready; I, 
apparently, was not! 


As always, Roux was immediately anxious to cover as much territory as possible in a short time. My whistle 
got a workout, keeping her close. 


Within ten minutes she found her first pheasant. A beautiful, fat rooster took to the air in front of her. It was 
too close, so I held my shot so as not to destroy it. But it turned back towards me and got to a perfect distance 
only to be between me and other hunters. Not wanting to pull a Dick Cheney, I held my fire. By the time it 
was clear, my shots went somewhere other than where it was. Pheasants - one; human - zero. 


Roux, gave me a funny look but soon found another bird (for the non-hunters — it isn’t always this good). An 
easy shot — but easy shots aren’t always successful. Pheasants - two, hunter - zero. This was becoming 
embarrassing! 

Roux did not sneer, though she probably wanted to. 


After about a half hour, she found another. Super easy shot! Pheasants, three, hunter - zero. Now she did 
sneer, I think. 

Another half hour of trudging through thickets; up and down hills — wondering if there are any more birds, 
when the thrill of hunting with a dog arose - the exciting sight of a dog on a scent. Tail looking like a 
metronome set for rap music; nose on the ground; dog darting left, right, forward — hot on the trail. Hunter, 
excited, ready, not going to miss again! The dog slows a bit and the hunter knows the bird has stopped and is 
near. THEN — Roux leaps forward and dives into a patch of deep cover and emerges with a beautiful 
pheasant. Pheasants - three; hunter - zero; dog - one. 


I swear I heard Roux say something like, ““That’s how it’s done, big guy!” 
I did later shoot a dove, proving to both Roux and me that my gun really did work. 


However, Roux still won’t retrieve a bird on the ground (She will retrieve, if the bird is in water). She went to 
the dove and acted like she wanted to destroy it — not eat it though. I am wondering if a bird pecked or 
spurred her and she now hates them. I am still searching for a trainer to help me break her of the habit and 
again retrieve birds off the ground. 


By the way, to save some dignity I have to add that on the last hunt, after three shots, the score was: hunter - 
three; pheasants zero. 


1/9/2013 
Mother Daughter hunt reprised, with friend 


Rich and J arrived in beautiful, cold, small, friendly Gunnison, Utah on Monday afternoon, January 7. When I 
checked in, the friendly owner advised that he wouldn’t be around that evening or the next day, but the maid would 
be for awhile, and he could be reached by phone. Did I mention small? He also said that we got upgraded rooms 
because it had been too cold to keep the other part of the motel open and that he put space heaters in our rooms in 
case there was not enough heat from the normal unit. Did I mention friendly? 


We re-introduced mother, Cedar, and daughter, Roux; and introduced Roux to Misty. Roux is a grinner but on 
meeting Rich and the dogs in the confines of the motel room, her grin might have been a cross between friendly, 
nervous, and threatening, but 99 percent friendly. It was so large, her gums were totally exposed! After much 
sniffing by the dogs (Rich and I just shook hands) everyone got along just fine. 


We then piled into my GMC Yukon; Roux in the back seat; Cedar and Misty in the cargo area. That lasted for a 
minute as Cedar climbed into the back seat, annoying her daughter, who gave a gentle grrrr, ignored by mom! But 
Cedar is perhaps more spoiled than Roux because she is used to riding shotgun with Rich. However, Rich was 
shotgun, but Cedar still wanted the seat and ended up on his lap. 


Rich will not use the word “back” unless during a trial, when Cedar is being handled, thus it required full sentences 
to work around the word to get the entitled mother to return to the rear seat. Even then, she felt obligated to serve as 
a lookout by standing with her front feet on the center console and leaning as far forward as the windshield would 
allow. She successfully guided us to the Pigs Pheasant Club for a preview of the property. 


We were to meet Fred, one of the owners, who is also a local prison guard captain, for a tour. He had not arrived so 
we continued past the gate, down a snowy one-lane road between farm fields. We immediately were astounded to 
see dozens of pheasants feeding in the fields. Iam not sure who was more excited, the humans or the dogs, but the 
dogs made more noise! 


We returned to the club as Fred arrived. We parked and released the dogs who wasted no time in spotting the 
pheasant pen, containing perhaps a hundred active birds that got a lot more active as three happy poodles circled the 
200 foot long pen enjoying the frightened birds rushing and flying about. (For the concerned, keeping the birds 
active is desirable.) 


All five of us were excited as we returned to town! 


Gunnison is not a big town. One Chinese restaurant and a Subway. We accepted the local’s recommendation and 
headed to Lishey Lou’s, AKA the Mayfield Café, eight miles away. Since it was about zero degrees, we left the 
dogs guarding their respective rooms. Lishey Lou’s is a gas station with a small market and dining area. A small, but 
complete, menu and, in place of a wine list, a soft drink from the fountain list — this is Utah as it used to be! But the 
food was good and cheap. I am not used to dinner for two (rib eye and chicken) for under $30. 


The next morning we arrived at Lishey Lou’s at the opening hour, eight, for a healthy breakfast. Dogs in the car this 


time because it was nineteen when we got up. But it dropped to fourteen by eight and ten by 8:45. When we arrived 
at Pigs’ at 9:15, it was SIX! The dogs didn’t care and got playful with each other, started by Misty, the party girl. 
More on her later. 


On to the hunting. Into the fields we went, the six to eight inch snow making walking a bit difficult. We hadn’t been 
hunting for 10 minutes when Roux and Cedar found the first bird. Boom, one in the bag. The dogs were fresh and 
full of vim and vigor, especially Roux, who normally needs a half hour of hunting to slow down. And she is the 
snow dog of the three, having been raised in North Idaho as opposed to Southern Arizona. 


Being excited about such quick success, I took my eyes off of Roux. Always a mistake. She hunted on her own and 
quickly found and flushed another rooster, well out of range. We saw it glide into some tamarack in another field 
and decided to pursue. Rich climbed a fence and Misty went under it. Off they went in search of the escapee. 
Meanwhile, Roux was wandering around and Cedar was desperate to join Rich and Misty. I moved away from 
Cedar to get in position, in case the bird flushed toward me. As a seventy-two year old, Iam very happy to let 
younger men climb fences! 


However, Cedar didn’t give up. I looked back at her to see that she had caught a section of matted ear hair in a barb 
of the fence wire. She was trying to free herself and having no luck. Then she dropped her head and let out the same 
shriek I have heard from her daughter, as the poor girl’s ear took up the strain. I got to her and needed a knife to cut 
away her hair. I swear she said, “Thank you!” 


The other two found no bird. Soon thereafter, we stopped to shed clothing and again ignored Roux. Yep, she found 
another but at least flushed it towards us. We both missed. Not much long after, Roux found another, but we were 
ready. Too bad our aim wasn’t — another miss. 


Five birds had been set out and we now had found four but only shot one. Depression was setting in. We hunted 
some more but couldn’t find another. We later learned that the fifth had flown back to the club grounds. 


We took a short break and discovered that the dogs had gotten into cockleburs. Cedar and Misty were pretty well 
covered with the nasty weeds. Roux was trimmed shorter and didn’t have quite as many plus I had her in her custom 
neoprene vest. Belatedly, I put her in her Lycra suit for the next hunt. (Rich decided to order both the vest from 
Benik Corp, and the suit from K9topcoat for his dogs.) 


Rich and I decided, with Fred’s agreement, to go into the field to where the errant bird had escaped. We took only 
Roux. During our lengthy approach to the tamarack stand, Roux found a long dead calf, an elk that seemed to have 
been downed and partially devoured by a lion, and a deer that had met the same fate. Then she found the bird. It 
flushed and the shooters each missed. But we had an idea where it landed. After a long trek towards the area where 
we thought it had landed, Rich found evidence of it’s landing, but no bird. Roux’s search told us it had flown the 
coop. More trekking and suddenly Rich motioned me to move away from a specific area. He had spotted the bird 
buried in the snow with only it’s head out. It flushed and he shot it. YAY — two birds in the bag but only two. 


Fred was going to put out five more birds plus the one that had escaped plus a chukar as an extra. While he was 
doing that, Rich and I developed a plan to sneak up on the wild birds that we had seen in the fields the day before. In 
the sneak process, I snagged a pant leg on barbed wire; tripped into the snow; cleaned out my gun barrel, and each 
of us shot a bird. Now we had four in the bag. 


Then we started the late morning hunt in another field where Fred had released seven birds. We left Misty back at 
the clubhouse. She was perfectly content to sit out the fun in the warmth of the room. We had hunted for about five 
minutes when Roux and Cedar got birdy. They moved towards a snowy clump and Rich and I were at the ready 
when Roux charged in and grabbed the bird before it could fly. Five down. 


Next, cedar found a black pheasant (see the photo later). Rich got that one and Cedar retrieved it, though Roux got 
to it first. Remember, Roux doesn’t retrieve from ground. Then we blew it again, this time ignoring Cedar. It is 


sickening to be hunting and hear the flutter of wings as a pheasant launches, well out of gun range. 


But we hunted on and got another bird that Cedar flushed. Then missed a chukar that Roux flushed. But we saw it 


go down and Cedar found and flushed it. I didn’t miss this time. Cedar retrieved. 


Now we had found all the set out birds and had a total of eight in the bag, including Roux’s solo grab. 

Time to hunt the tamarack that surrounded the field. We split up, Rich and Cedar taking one side of the bushy cover 
and Roux and I the other. Roux found a black pheasant that I shot and Roux picked up! I think Cedar’s fetching 
taught her a thing or two. 


Twenty minutes later Roux found another. Bang, Roux semi-fetched that one! Number ten in the bag. Cedar and 
Roux found number eleven and Cedar found number twelve. Time to quit after five hours of trekking and trudging 
through snow. We think we walked at least six miles, but it felt like twenty! 


Back at the club, Misty was relaxed, looking like she wondered why we had been wandering around in the snow and 
cold. She had no interest in doing that. 


When we returned to the motel, Roux headed straight to bed. Misty relaxed and Rich spent an hour clipping burrs 
from poor Cedar while enjoying a cold beer smuggled into town. Roux ate her dinner while lying in bed. She had 
never done that before. Tired girl! 


We decided to risk Chinese rather than drive 8 miles to dinner. We walked to the restaurant and Rich tried his not so 
fluent Japanese on the Chinese owner/waitress. Did I mention beer? Despite that, dinner was decent and also cheap. 
We retired early and I slept like rock while Roux never moved from the second pillow. 


The next morning we decided we had had enough. The dogs concurred. 


So, $300 in gas, $120 for rooms, $120 for the hunt, 18 hours on the road and six birds as my share. Do the math —I 
am reluctant to share my birds! 


But it was worth every minute. I would stop hunting, if I didn’t have Roux. There is magic in working together with 
a dog. She has her responsibility in the hunt and I have mine. Together, we succeed or fail making it a very special 
relationship. And the great extra of having a poodle as my partner is that when the hunt is over for a day or season, I 
still have a wonderful companion. 


10/21/2014 
Roux can hunt and loves it! 


Roux has had some problems in the last year and early into this duck season. She hasn’t liked to pick up a 
bird from land and wanted to drop any she retrieved from the water as soon as she comes ashore. Not 
anymore! 


For whatever reason or perhaps because of my a serious, heart to heart discussion with her the other day, 
threatening to turn her into a show poodle, she now almost doesn’t want to give up a bird. Today she hunted 
with three humans. The short story is that she retrieved nine birds. She didn’t find two others but it wasn’t 
her fault. As I write this, she is sound asleep in my bed, her head on my pillow, shoring lightly. She deserves 
the rest because it was her toughest hunt. 

We were on a dike that runs east west for 600 yards and parallels another dike 60 yards to the north. There is 
open water north and south and very heavy cattail growth at the edges of the dikes and large areas of heavy 
cattail thicket throughout the ponds. The three humans were spaced about 50 yards apart with Roux and me 
on the east end. 


The hunter on the west end downed a bird and it fell on the south edge of the north dike. Roux didn’t see it 
fall because she and I were in deep cattails looking for another bird. I took her up on the dike, told her to find 
the bird and she sniffed the edges, plunged into the thicket and came out with a drake and carried it to me. 


The middle hunter shot the next bird and it disappeared into a cattail thicket in the middle of the pond. Roux 


had marked it as best it could be marked, drove through the thick stuff on the edge, swam to the cattail forest 
and disappeared too. First there was movement of the cattails but then it got pretty quiet. I became a bit 
concerned as we three stood and watched for something to happen. But, soon she appeared at the edge with 
the hen in her mouth and swam back to our dike. She carried it up the bank and over to me. She does not give 
to others! 


Next it was the west hunter who again dropped a bird near the bank of the far dike. The cattails are just too 
thick for Roux to get through on a blind retrieve (she didn’t see it fall) and she can’t see my hand signals. So 
we again trooped around the end and up on the north dike. I only had a rough idea of were the bird went 
down, so I sent her along the edge of the dike. She suddenly got very birdy, worked back and forth for a 
minute, then plunged in. Out came a swimming drake and in jumped Roux. When she got to the bird, it dived 
and disappeared. She came back to the bank and instinctively knew what the bird would do. She waited, 
moved along the bank and dove into the brush again — this time she had the bird that had swum underwater 
back to the brush. How she knows, I will never know. 


By now, I am a bit tired of wandering around getting other’s birds! But it is my turn. I drop a bird about 15 
feet in front of us, in open water. Roux is on it fast but it dives out of sight. She swims in a circle and the bird 
pops up next to her and starts to dive again. Roux ducks in and comes up holding the bird by its foot! I think 
she knew that if she let go, the bird would dive again, so picture a dog swimming with a flapping bird held by 
the foot. She got it on the bank, released the foot and grabbed the bird before it could try to leave. Again 
picking up a bird on land. 


She made more great retrieves of birds that weren’t where we thought they would be, continuing to amaze 
other hunters by her eagerness to push into cover that is so heavy that it is seems impassable, and end up with 
a bird. She winds her way through the cattails, often leaving no trace of her whereabouts. On this hunt, We 
wouldn’t have been able to get any bird without her. 


I mentioned hand signals. Roux has always been pretty good at following my hand signals and commands in 
training sessions but, until this year, I haven’t had much call to direct her to birds. She is great on left and 
right signals, but has always been a bit uncertain on the “back” command, which means to go straight out. 
That has changed. The other day I was able to get her to go back when she was about 70 yards away and 
today I was able to send her across ditches and into brush 30 to 50 yards out. If she doesn’t find the bird 
fairly quickly, she emerges from the brush and looks across the water for my instruction. It is fun to hunt 
with her, and I think she feels the same about me; even when I forget her treats and share my peanut butter 
or cheese crackers with her. 


Oh - and to her credit, she didn’t laugh when I spun around for a shot and fell backwards into two feet of 
water. I didn’t even get a shot off! I had to remove my hip boots to drain the water and remove my socks so I 
could get my feet back into the boots. She sniffed the socks and seemed to wonder why I was washing clothes 
in the middle of a hunt. Thank goodness the air temperature was about 50 degrees! 


If only I could get her to clean the birds! 


3/9/2015 

Pheasant Hunt 

Dogs: 

Roux — a 6 year old red poodle 

Bepe (bay-pay) — an 8 year old English setter 

Luigi — a 4 year old springer spaniel 

(Note: Roux belongs to the writer, the English dogs with the Italian names belong to — yep — an Italian!) 


Shooters — not important! 


Duties: 

Roux — First stay close. When Bepe points, help Luigi flush. If Luigi doesn’t make the flush, search farther out and 
find the runner, retrieve. Find birds Bepe misses. 

Bepe — Find and point. 

Luigi — Flush and retrieve. Act like he knows what he is doing. 


It is an unusually beautiful March day in eastern Washington, three friends, three dogs, and miles of scenic fields to 


roam. 


The hunt starts down a draw in rolling hills. The dogs are wild; Bepe is off and running and Roux and Luigi are just 
as excited but a bit more controlled. We handlers call them in repeatedly so they don’t accidentally flush a bird out 
of gun range! 


Within minutes, Bepe is on point. Luigi is sent in and the bird comes up. Boom -— first bird is in the bag. 


Soon after, Bepe freezes into a beautiful point, but quickly breaks away, no bird. But wait! Roux says, “Hang on 
fellas I think you missed something.” There is a big pile of blown down, damp marsh grass. Roux burrows in with 
her tail at 200 cycles per second. Suddenly there is fluttering in the grass and a beautiful blue pheasant tries to get 
out and get airborne. Not going to happen! Roux is on it like stink on pig. (Uh oh - how many people did I just 
offend?). 


Watching the dogs work is a joy in itself. These three have hunted together before, but they are oblivious to each 
other, even as they seem to work as a unit — sort of. Bepe, as pointers and setters do, streaks all over the place. One 
tires just watching him. Luigi runs wild but doesn’t seem to know exactly why he is there, until he is sent in to flush 
Bepe’s point. Roux is a methodical flusher and is somewhat oblivious to the other dogs, but if Luigi doesn’t work 
Bepe’s point properly, Roux will follow signals to do the job. 


Often, Bepe points a scent and the bird slips away but Bepe stays frozen. Very sneaky, those pheasants. Luigi knows 
his buddy wants him to flush something and he runs frantically around Bepe trying to flush the bird. Meanwhile, 
Roux is in her element and ignores those crazy Italians. She ranges out, following the sneak’s trail, finds the critter 
hunkered down ten or twenty yards away and does her own flush. 


Though I make Luigi sound a bit like the class clown, he makes great retrieves with obvious pride. in the past, Roux 
has been reluctant to pick up a downed bird but maybe because of not wanting to be upstaged by Luigi, she does 
make a few retrieves of her own on this day, saving me from fighting into heavy thicket. 


The score that day is shooters 10, Roux two. 


The difference in hunting technique is obvious; while Bepe dashes all over the countryside hoping for a scent to lock 
up on, Roux is methodically checking out every possible hiding place. She knows where pheasants like to hide and 
circles brush piles and the small haystack like clumps of matted down marsh grass. Her nose seems more sensitive 
than either Bepe’s or Luigi’s, as she roots out a few birds that have slipped away from Bepe’s point or that Bepe has 
run past. 


While Roux doesn’t stop to hold a point, her tail going into high metronome mode is her way of telling me she has 


found a bird nearby. 


Pheasant is a delicious dinner treat; being outdoors in wide open spaces with friends on a beautiful day (even on a 
miserable day) is a welcome pleasure; dropping a rising bird with a clean shot is exciting; but watching dogs do 
what they are trained to do and seeing them loving every moment of it is the best reward of a day in the field. 


11/11/2015 

Tuesday — We were just going out to see what had happened since we had been away from North Idaho for 
ten days. We started hunting on a dike for some possible pass shooting. Shot a bird and Roux made nice deep 
water retrieve, holding the bird by the wing tip. She is somewhat prissy! 


After some time, with no birds in sight, I decided to check out the west end of the dike. We strolled along with 
Roux spending the walk strolling along the water’s edge, looking for birds in the weeds. I laughed at her. 
Soon, my laughter turned to envy, as she pounced into the weeds and a drake swam out. She followed, but it 
dove. She searched and searched, to no avail. She even swam 30 yards across the slough to dry land, but still 
no bird. 


Swimming back, out of frustration, she retrieved a cluster of feathers the poor bird left, but she was not 
content. 
I called her off and we continued our walk, she checking out the weeds and me high and dry. 


About 40 yards along the way she again pounced. This time she had the sneaky quacker! So, she now has 
caught 5 pheasants, one chukar, one squirrel and a duck — a nice, formerly wounded, mallard drake. 


Two days later, as the weather was changing from mild to chilly with light snow, we again ventured out. We 
set up in sparse cover on the south end of a pond that had a very muddy bottom. Setting out decoys, my feet 
sunk up to 9 inches in the mud. Soon a drake flew by and was dropped. Then a green wing teal fell to us. 


After a long wait, a flock of teal tried to zip past us (and teal do zip). One took a hit but sailed off about one 
hundred yards away, into 4 foot deep water. Roux was off. She ran through water with a muddy bottom. 
Swam through skim ice, and got to the bird. I had walked to about 70 yards away, not wanting to venture into 
the mud, and watched as the bird dove. Roux tried valiantly to find it but I finally called her back, not liking 
that she was in freezing water. 


She came back, but about 15 minutes later, I decided that she and I might be able to find the bird, if we 
searched again. Off we went. The water was frigid, but that was no problem for me. However, the muddy 
bottom was! Roux trooped along behind me, wondering what the devil I was doing. But she persevered, 
bitching about having to break ice. 


We got to where the bird was last seen and there it was, hunkered down, part of it visible, in some weeds in 
over three foot deep water. Roux lunged for it and got feathers, as it again dove. I kicked up weeds and she 
kept looking. I noticed that she seemed to scent something in one area, but, being a knowledgeable human, I 
sort of ignored her and continued to kick weeds, feeling very frustrated. As a good hunter, I hate to lose a 
bird. 


Finally, her nose didn’t fail. She jammed her muzzle into the water and came up with the bird! Now all we 
had to do was re-cross the water and mud bottom without getting stuck or falling in. Not a problem for her, 
as she proudly swam then paraded across to the far side and looked back, seemingly saying, “Hey Dad, hurry 
up. What’s your problem?” 

No, I didn’t fall in. but the trip made that tiny teal a very expensive meal! 


October 21, 2018 


Roux update 


Cedar and Trigger’s girl is getting a bit long in the tooth and | dread the day my best friend and hunting buddy is 
no longer. But for the moment, she is loving the outdoors and | am loving her! 

Many in the group don’t know who Cedar and Trigger or Roux are. Let me say that Trigger would have never 
made it to the Supreme Court if Cedar had turned him in. Cedar/Trigger was never supposed to happen but 
either Lori or Rich forgot to close a door - “Who Let the Dogs Out”? 


From that time of frolic came a solo girl with a few live brothers and a few who didn’t survive the birth on 
December 31. Happy New Years, Lori and Rich! 


Rich wanted to keep the girl, since Cedar was finished producing children. The girl had a white blaze on her chest 
and Lori knew she wouldn’t do as a show dog plus someone had reserved a female from the litter. The Someone 
was Ken and the girl became Roux. 


Rich was right — Roux would have produced many great hunters. She can scent a bird (or cat or squirrel) from 
incredible distances and she loves to hunt. There are numerous stories of great hunts and finds by Roux and 
even a couple of stories of Roux and Cedar hunting together. Interesting that when they were together, they 
didn’t seem to know they were related, but they hunted as a unit, like they were trained as one. 


This is Roux’s ninth hunting year. She first hunted as a 9 month old and will turn ten years on December 31. She 
loves upland hunting and waterfowl hunting. | am not sure which she likes best., but whether she is coursing 
through the fields in search of pheasant or sitting in the marsh grass or in a blind watching for ducks, she is in 
dog heaven and | love to be in the field with her. 


Add to her love of the outdoors, the beauty that when she is quietly watching us (watching, not begging!) eat 
dinner or accompanying us in bed at night, she is family. 


Duck season started slow in North Idaho this year, but she made a nice retrieve our first day out. On the next 
day, | shot a bird that fell straight down into a patch of deep (four feet tall) marsh grass on top of a mound. Roux 
was on the other side and didn’t see exactly where it dropped. She raced up the slope and stopped short of the 
patch, turned to look at me and said, (dog communication), which way, Dad?” | only flicked my wrist and 
pointed in the direction the bird had dropped and she turned and disappeared into the thicket. In a few seconds, 
my partner called, “She has it”! Out she came with a nice mallard drake in her mouth. 


| will stop hunting when she no longer can accompany me. But she will still sleep with us! 


Thanks, Lori, Rich, Cedar and Trigger! 


